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as more of a weakness than the love of a
person."

"I think I know why, in this particular case.
Your love for Chevron isn't pure. It includes the
whole system on which Chevron is run. It includes
Wickenden, and the carpenter's bench, and the
painters' shop, and the forge, and the wood-cutters;
and it includes your relationship to them."

"I don't see that that matters," muttered Sebas-
tian sulkily. "No, I'll tell you what I really think,"
he added, rousing himself. "I will agree with you
that Chevron, and myself, and Wickenden, and the
whole apparatus are nothing but a waxwork show,
if you like. Present-day conditions have made us all
rather meaningless. But I still think that that is a
pity, I think we had evolved a good system on the
whole, which made for a good understanding be-
tween class and class. Nothing will ever persuade
me that the relations between the squire and the
craftsman, or the squire and the labourer, or the
squire and the farmer, don't contain the elements
of decency and honesty and mutual respect. I wish
only that civilisation could have developed along
these lines. We have got away now from the day
when we under-paid our labourers and cut off their
ears and slit their noses for stealing a bit of wood,
and we might have looked forward to an era when
we could all have lived decently together, under a
system peculiarly well suited to English people.
But, as you say, there are now too many people.
There is too much industrialism. My idyllic Eng-
land vanishes. People like myself and Wickenden